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This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER’” carries with it the advantages of a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. 
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“ Papa and Mamma and the youngsters have started on their Annual Seaside Crawl, and London Society is said to have already experiencea a sense 
of relief. The scene at the Railway Station was as impressive as ever, the officials, from the Directors downwards, paying marked respect to Poor Pa. 
The fact that the Exodus took place on the last day of the £1,000 Competition, has given rise to the report that Pa means to shuffle out of his promises. 
Wheat utter, imbecile nonsense! As I have already said, Papa has got the money. The next thing is for Lord Halfred to select the best Rhyme.”’—Toorsiz. 


HOW TO : 
eee THE NORTHUMBERLAND STREET STRUGGLE. 


ever recorded. 


great difficulty, extracted. 


. \ 
lay golf! With pleasure, 


our stick with two hands, swing it sharply M 


ght shoulder, aim straight at the ball, aud be showered on the man who first invented the mur- in the blood. There was blood sprinkled on everything. 
bring the stick forcibly "— derous, idiotic game of golf!” P 


is more qualified to instruct you than me. and it isa over the 
epleudid game. Just keep your eyes on mc,"— 


ay 


[ONE PENNY. 


On Friday, July 12th, 1861, about noon, the first floor of 
No. 16 Northumberland Street, Strand, a house let out in 
chambers, was the scene of one of the most des perate fights 


Some workmen heard shots, and saw a man with his face 
covered with blood climb out of a first floor window and slide 
down to the ground by a waterpipe. This man, Major Wil- 
liam Murray (late of the 10th Hussars), was taken to Charing 
Cross Hospital, where it was found that in front of his right 
ear was a long superficial wound, that his legs were much 
contused, and that on the back of his head, between the 
right jaw and the neck, was a circular mark, surrounded by 
burnt and scorched hair, in the centre of which was a jagged 
opening, into which a little finger could just be inserted, 
the aperture being the commencement of a wound which 
led by a long downward track to the spine, and, on sound- 
ing this, the probe alighted on a bullet, which was, with 


Into the house from which the major had escaped, the 
police forced an entrance at the back, and an appalling 
sight met their eyes. A pool of blood lay near the fireplace, 
and another near the pindow. - broken fabs was over- 
D 2. “And you will soon became th hl ficient. = ay eoski turned, and pistols and broken champagne bottles lay scat: 
dear—nothing is easier, oucouldn't askanyonethat You clasp x iataetne pl Sevirieek eayen —_ a elle bestaalad tered about, Drawers were pulled out and papers scattered 


assing into the next room, it was found to be in the 


Miday | 


-- 
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same condition, and on the floor crouched a man with just life 
enough left in him to say that his injuries had been intlicted by the 
wrson Whe had escaped, He wasa bill discounter, called Roberts. 
lis head showed thirteen distinct wounds, and the skull was almost 
reduced toa pulp, one cheek bone was caved in, the temporal artery 
divided, the eves closed, the tlesh ruptured and the whole face 
beaten to a jelly. His left shoulder was terribly bruised, both 
hands badly injured and one finger broken. He, too, was taken to 
Charing Cross Hospital, and there died on the 19th, without saying 


a word respecting the life for life struggle that had taken place, 
The story the major told was a strange one, He said he had 


never seen Roberts before that day, and had never heard of him 
nor entered the office before. Roberts met him in the street, and, 
under a pretence of purchasing some shares in the Grosvenor 
Hotel Company, of which the major was one of the directors, 
induced him to come upstairs. “I thought it,” said Murray, “one 
of the most extraordinary places | had ever seen—torn papers, 
bottles and pictures lying about—a most disreputable looking place. 
I sat with my back to the folding doors, He walked round behind 
meand began rummaging about the papers of a desk, I took no 
particular notice, Presently [ felt a touch at the back of my neck. 
There was the report of a pistol, and T dropped off my chair to the 
floor, T was perfectly paralyzed, IT could not move any part of 
my body, but my head was clear. IL believe he left the room. 
After some time | felt returning life in my legs and arms. 1 was 
just raising myself on my elbow when | heard a door open, He 
fired a pistol into my right temple. I dropped back, and the blood 
gushed over my face ina regular torrent, He stooped over me, and 
1 felt his breath. 1 pretended to be dead. I felt that if 1 could 
get on to my feet | could make a fight for it. When he moved 
away [ clutched a pair of tongs lying within reach, Hearing me 
move he came back. I tried to smash his head with the tongs. He 
got them in his hands, I caught up a large bottle and hit him full 
on the forehead and smashed it (sic) to pieces. He did not let go the 
tongs, | got away the tongs at last, but fell backwards. He was 
lying on the floor, and half rose as I did, and I struck him a full 
fair blow at his head with the tongs with all my might and main. 
I repeated it three or four times,and he hid his head under the 
table to escape my blows. I then hit him on the back of the neck 
and over the wrists, | then tried to get out, but found the doors 
locked, then tarned and met him again face to face. 1 felled him 
again with the tongs, and he fell as though dead, and I escaped. 
Inthe end it turned out that Roberts had lured the major to his 
rooms to do him to death. The major had a chére amie. The bill 
discounter, though a married man with a family, fell in love with 
her, and therefore wanted to clear away the major. The major 
died twenty-four years later at Monte Carlo, aged seventy-five. 
* * * 


s e * 
“Billiam,” bleated the Babe. 
“*Xandry,” bleated Billiam. 
“There's alwavs a gal at the bottom of all the mischief.” 
(Newt week,“ The Made-up Widow.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


-_-— 


by Corea pendants wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 


contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


You must hare been silly, ALICA FLOYD, te jump te conclusions 
like that; No, ANTRIM, your letter is libellous cery; we shall 
not insert it, thats flat. We'reglad you get “SLOPER” 80 often A. 
FRIEND, although in an outlandish place ; Your verses arc elerer, 
H. HAWKINS, we own; we're sorry we haren't get space, We're 
listened to fishermen's stories before, but WANCH takes the cake for 
a whopper; You know how impulsive our Tootsie is, MAUD, pray, 
how could we possibly stop her? "Tis hard to refuse you a farour, 
MISS WYNN, but we're no space to spare for an letter ; The 
sketches you send us are fairish, HW. Lov, but they might be con- 
siderably better, We cannot reply to your question, f. N.; we 
dont understand you, UW. SAGE: Vou must be aware that it's 
hardly the thing to ask a young lady her age. We don't expect 
pity from you, BALLY Boy, you callous and hard hearted elf ¢ but 
we heartily wish that we'd got you up here, you should do all the 
sorting yourself, eee 

“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and fh nited States of America, post-Sree: 
8 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TnE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E,C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bookscllers’, at 20 Centimes, er by 
apecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


SO 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be giren for the 
Best “Owed” of Four Lincs, commencing, 


WELCOME, SWEET QUARTER DAY! 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 


THE GENIAL RATE GATHERER, 
“THE SLOPERLES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*.* The List will close TUESDAY, JUNE 30TH, 1891. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~-—- 
Youn Driver had just taken his first cheque in Fleet Street, and 


while standing drinks to an admiring and thirsty crowd, he expa- 
tiated upon the glories of a literary career. McGooseley stood it 
for a while, and then he exclaimed, “ My dear boy, whatsh the good 
of you talkin’ like that?) Your opinion of liter'ture ish about ash 
valuable ash a married mansh ‘pinion of matrimony during the 
honeymoon.” ee 
* 
“SUMMER, sweet, sweet balmy Summer,” 


and then he tried to fish for a rhyme by sticking his thumbs in his 
ears and squinting at the door-handle, 


“ And as to Jane there ain't a rummer 
Gal who takes her Sunday hout, 

Riding on the roundabout, 

Such show of smiles, such pretty graces, 
Swing of skirt and tags and laces.” 


And then he gave the job up asa bad ‘un, and had a suck at the 
private bottle. ee 
* 


“T'vE been rending this baccarat case, dad,” observed young 
Sharpshins, “and [ve come across ‘Ich Dien’ as being the Prince 
of Wales’ motto, What does it mean?” “Ich Dien,’ my boy, 
means ‘1 deal.’ 


-* 
. 


“A MAN'S a man fora’ that,” quoted the Old’Un, Still the other 
evening as ever was it was rather hard that, when he was lying on 
the pavement, they should have jammed him down the coal hole 
into the sweet, cool cellar beneath, fondly imagining that he wasa 
sack of the best Wallsends that the blokes from the wharf had left 
behind in the absent mindedness consequent ona “ Blue Pig ” seirée. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 374.—The “ Mask of Flowers” Costume. 


A MISUNDERSTANDING. 
Shopkeeper. Hi! Stop thief! You've taken 
a pair of boots without paying for them. 


Larker. In course I has, Don't you say 
you're giving them away ? | 


“Let me kiss you for your 
mother,” warbled A. SLOPER 
to the ahove young lady ; but 
she scratchel him all down 
the nose, and then said 
she would tell Mrs. Sloper. 


MASTER AND MAN. 
Jeames, How's your master, Lord Foppington, Harvey ? 
Harvey. Tve not the least idea, There has been some strange rumours lately 
about some shady turf transactions in which he was concerned, So I sacked 
him A man cannot be too careful of his reputation, 


<= < 


“You've had too much drink!” 
“Too much drinksh? not me (hic). 


| 
| "Arry on ‘Appy ‘Ampstead ‘Eath 
Its the sun, Too much ‘eat (Aic).” 


‘oliday time. 


agg. 


(Saturday, June 27, 1891, 


“WHat's the matter, Tuffon?” inquired Buzzer, “you look 
upset.” “I should think so, indeed !” said Tuffon. “I've just been 
reading the statistics of the cost of a General Election, and I find 
that in '86 each vote cost four shillings, and yet I never received a 
ha'penny! Isn't it scandalous? I'll take Jolly good care that | 
get my four bob next time.” +, 


ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.—HARRY writes to inquire if we 
can suggest any method for getting uickly throughacrowd. The 
best suggestion we can offer is for “ Harry” to prepare beforehand, 
by eating raw onions, and scenting himself with strong patchouli, 
If these precautions do not suffice, he might put ona very foul 
pipe. He would be sure to get through then, 

* 


THOUGH grass may grow anew each year 
And seem of tender age, 

‘Tis older far than you appear, 
Because it's past-ur-age ! 


s 
Poor Tim O'Flaherty is in troub'e again. The other day, 
one of the staff met him, looking the picture of disconsolateness, 
“What's the matter, Tim?” Oh, bedad! matter enough! Sure 
and I made up me moind to go down tothe race meeting at Windsor 
all unbeknownsh to the woife, and I saved up the pieces and put 
‘em boy in the Post Office Savings Bank, and, to make extry sure, 
| put ‘em away ina false name, and now, begorrah, I've lost me 
book, and I've forgotten the name I used. Ain't it enough to 
make a praste swear?” ae 
s 


Mr. Penhecher (nervousty, to Oilshopman). Mra, Penhecker—er 
—has desired me to—er—buy a new copper-stick, 
Oilshopman, Yes, sir. What sort of a stick would you like? 
Mr, Penhecher (furtively rubbing the bump at the back of his 
head where the last one was broken). Well, { should prefer one 
padded with cotton wool, if you keep anything ot the kind. 
ss 


* 

“Wat do you think about this ‘ere baccarat business as the 
papers is all full of?" remarked Mrs. Snobley, “Puffectly dis- 
gustin’, my dear,” replied her husband. “ Backin’ ’osses is bad 
enough in all conshunce, but when they comes to backin’ rats, it 
shows a weakuess in the development of the brain as is somethin’ 
alarmin’,” - a 

a 

“You were at the first performance of my play, I believe, Mr, 
Slater!” said Jones, timidly ; “may I inquire what you think of 
it?” “Sir,” said Mr. Slater, the critic, with severity, “I never 
do think of it if I can possibly avoid it!” 

7? 


s 
Countryman (passing through Battersea Station on B.& S.C. 
Raiivay), Well, Vin blowed ! I've often read ‘bout Battersea being 
called the home for lorst dogs, but 1 never b'leeved it till now; 
bur there it is, large as life; 1 s"pose weshall come acrorse a station 
corled Sloper's Island when we gets furder down the line. 
** 


* 

THE new “penny in the slot” photographic machine is all very 
well looked at as a clever invention, but it has its disadvantages, as 
young Lushington found, to his cost, when he carried a portrait 
home to his wife, which had been taken after he had dined not 
wisely but too well at the Navalries. 

s * 


= 
‘TWAS on the river that they strayed, 
Upon the Gravesend boat, 
She said to him, “I'm not afraid 
When on the stream we float.” 


They had a day at Rosherville, 

Such shrimps, such toast, such tea! 
And both of 'em had had a fill, 

The best as best could he. 


He kissed her in the sunset glow, 
Sad, silent he, and dumb, 
And then she cried, “Come, don'tcherkuow, 
I'll have a two o’ rum.” 
ss * 


s 
“WELL, Johnny,” said a celebrated Jawyer to his godson; 
“ what are you going to be when you grow up? A lawyer?” “No, 
sir,” responded Johnny, thoughtfully ; “I dou’t think I should like 
people to call me the names they do you!” 
ss 


s 
“Why is a policeman alluded to in this newspaper as a ‘civic 
retainer,’ Mr. C.?” interrogated Mrs. Chumper. “1 dunno, I’m 
sure,” said Mr. C., “unless it is because a bobby always retains 
everything he can lay his fingers on.” 
ss 


s 
“HERE, John,” said a master baker, “all the customers who 
tried our pure homemade bread on Saturday are grumbling, and 
aay it was heavy and a bad colour.” “'Tisn't my fault!” returned 
John, “I told you how it would be when you ordered me not to put 
any potatoes or alum into it.” *\* 


Overheard at the German Exhibition, 
lags | Swellsby (desirous of airing his German before his best 
girl). Hi!—er—here, waiter! Ach! Haben Sie ein bo ? 
Waiter (interrupting). Beg parding, sir, but I only speaks 
English, If you want to talk German to the waiter, you ‘ave to gv 
to the Naval Exhibition, sir. ** 


ch— 


“IT is no good complaining, Charles,” said a wife to her hus- 
band, who is growling about his study having been “tidied up,” 
and everything put away during the Spring clean ; “I am sure no 
one could do more for you.” “That's Just it ; you've done a jolly 
sight too much!” *,* 

THE other day the Office Boy at “The Sloperies” misbehaved 
himself, as he frequently does, and got found out, which is not 
such a frequent occurrence, “1 don’t know what to do with the 
boy,” exclaimed the Eminent. “ Advise his father to send him to 
sea,” said Lord Bob; “if there is anything in him, a voyage will 
bring it out.” “Yes,” groaned ALLY, with painful recollections of 
his last trip to Margate, and wasted breaktast, lunch and dinner, 
“that is perfectly true, I know.” : 


s 
THOUGH actors may quarrel ; 
Howe'er they may rage, 
They are sure to “make up” 
When they go on the stage. 


* 

“T 8EE as how they've got the ilJicit still in London,” observed 
Mrs. Clumberbump the other day. “I remember they used to have 
it very bad in Ireland at one time. What a purturbaticous disease 
it must be, to be sure!” ee 

= 


It is a curious thing that some elderly women have the most 
charmingly white hands, Look, now, at that prim matron, Miss 
MecStinger, who keeps the boarding school! Who would expect 
her to haveany charm about her of that sort?) White hands! why, 
of course she has! Why, don’t you know, she’s quite a champion 
slapper—drives all the blood out of her fingers, you know. The 
wonder is they're not as white asthe half ounce of chalk at the 
bottom of a farthing'’s worth of London milk ! 


| ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The Oil Painting, by ARTHUR HACKER, 
““FORSAEKEN,?’’ 
has been presented to 
HARRY MOULTON, 37 CHANCERY LANE, LONDON. 


i? 
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Saturday, June 27, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE OFF AGAIN. 


_ 


ONCE again approaches our annual outing, and we have been 
shopping, aud bought cabs full of new things, including, for yours 
truly, the sweetest of sailor hats and nat- 
tiest of seaside costumes calculated to hit 
the ordinary male tourist uncommonly 
hard. 

Once again has balmy Battersea begun 
to pall a bit on the dwellers in its shady 
groves, and the music of its Home for Dogs 
has lost something of 
its old sweetness, The 
time for our yearly 
miss-conducted tour 
to the fashionable 
seaside resorts is here 
again, and Tottie 
Goodenough, Nellie 
Hikik and Lardi 
Longsox, to say no- 
thing of the Dook 
Snook, Lord Bob and 
the Hon. Billy, are 
upon the war path, 
and the streets, ter- 
races and squares ad- 
jJacent to the ocean 
will probably, before 
the season is over, be 
painted the reddiest 
of reds. This may not 
be cheering news to 
the proprietors of 
hotels and quiet lodg- 
ing houses, but this 
seems to be the time 
and place to mention 
it. Bob, with his usual good taste and gentlemanly feeling, has 
mentioned that our outing is to be conducted on principles of 
economy, in conformity with which the Dook Baook and Tottie 
have been sent out to buy spades and pais, which are cheaper 
down Battersea way than at theseaside. Billy, however, is a cause 
of some anxiety, he having, since our last holiday, put on 
a lot of weight, and we expect he will have to travel with a Bath 
chair. 

One thing I am resolved on myself; this journey, and that is, to 
see as little of our party as may be, except, perhaps at meal times. 

After all, the annual holiday isa grand institution, the popular- 
ity of which is never likely to wane, There is a sort of joyousness 
in the picnic life you lead when you have exchanged the palatial 
town residence for the close smelling poky little seaside rooms that 
stand you in about 
three times the rent. 
Then there’s the merry 
shingle that rnins your 
shoes,and the glorious 
sun that scorches the 
tip of your noble nose. 
Some girls buy a ham- 
mer, and go in for 
geology. It hurts a 
good deal when you 
hit your finger ends, 
but the = rambling 
makes you hungry, 
and when you come 
home, and get any- 
body to answer the 
bell, you are generally 
ready to eat anything, 
however badly it is 
cooked, 

Talking of cooking, 
how bad the cooking 
is at most of the sea- 
side hotels, and the 
French names they 
call the dishes don't 
make them taste the 
least bit better, and 
there is, somehow, 
something rather de- 
pressing about the 
SH Soa guests who 
gather together at the ~ 
tuble d’héte and whis- Purchasing necessary articles. 
per timidly to one 
another, or the toud spoken lot who behave as though the whole 
place belonged to them, and they had taken a long lease of it and 
found you rather in the way. Against the breakfast I would also 
raise a protest. I distinctly object to people who every day of 
their lives eat eggs and L con, and against the hotels that reek of 
eggs and bacon from eight o'clock till noon, though I ought to 
mention that Snook, Billy, Bob, Lardie, Tottie and Nellie invari- 
ably wolf eggs and bacon every morning (about three eggs each, but 
} “ had tried to count the rashers—1 haven't had the heart 

o do it). 

The seaside subject is a large one properly considered, and would 
fill many books, “I have known fathers of families go in couples 
abroad to Paris and Monte Carlo to find houses or lodgings for 
their wives and families, and come back quite knocked up to tell 
their wives and families they couldn't tind anything, and that 
everywhere it was awfully objectionable; and, after all, there was 
no place like home, or, at 
anyrate, Worthing or 
Broadstairs, 1 have 
known other husband: 
send their wives (young- 
ish wives) down to the 
seaside, and they have 
been very dull (the wives 
have), with no one to talk 
to but strange gentlemen. 

I don't think peopie 
who live at the seaside all 
the year round think 
much of the sea, I think 
they think the sea rather 
spoils the place than 
otherwise. And some of 
them in the winter-time, 
I am told, grumble dread- 
fully at the cold winds and 
the price of coals, and 
wish they had “salted” 
their poor unfortunate 
lodgers in the past se:son 
even more than they did. 
It is to be hoped, for the 
sakes of the visitors this 
year, that their feelings 
are melted by the advent 
of warm weather, for last 

PS, winter was a shocker, and 
Billy’s Fate, hard to beat in the 
way of cold, and with a 
low exchequer the temptation “to get it back,” as the Hon. Billy 
save, must certainly be excessive; however, ‘tis folly to kill the 
Loose that—— 
But | have no room for more remarks this week. 


A Dress Rehearsal. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


255th WEEK. 
LIST FOR JUNE 18th. 


“Sloper” Watches have been gicen to the following :— 


1, F. W. TASSELL, Photographer, 51 Sherbrooke Road, Fulham. Age, 26 years, 
Subseriber—6 years, 4 months, LONDON, 

2. GEORGE SHAW, Painter, 24 Bousfield Road, Peckham. Age, 27 years. 
Subseriber—64 years. LONDON, 

3. 8S. WALPOLE, Clerk, 57 Ifley Road, Hammersmith. Age, 23 years, Sub- 
seriber—since No, 1. Ton DON. 

4. J. COLES, Marble Mason, Banbury Road. Age, 34 years. Subscriber—over 
. -6 years. BRACKLEY, 

: JOHN HODGSON, Compositor, 1 Ebenezer Street, Laisterlyke. Age, 25 

int, Subscriber—since December, 1584, BRADFORD. 

¢, WILLIAM BUTLER, Hairdresser, 3v Church Street. Age, 32 years, Sub- 
scriber—6 years, BRIGHTON, 
7. MAGGIE BAKER, “ Royal Oak.” Age, 24 years, Subscriber—since No. 1. 
‘ BURY ST. EDMUNDS. 

8. SAMUEL SMITH, Coal Miner, 2 Livingstone Place, High Town. Age, 53 
rs, Subscriber—since May, 1554. CANNOCK. 

9 FRED BARTON, Grocer's Assistant, 4 Albany Terrace. Age, 35 years. Sub- 
seriber—since October, 1884. EAST COWES. 

10. CHARLES EDWIN JAMES, Drayman, Shalford Common, Shalford. Age, 
33 years. Subscriber—6 years, ¥ mouths, GUILDFORD. 
11, ERNEST R. HOYLE, Valuer's Clerk, 14 Hollis Street. Age, 24 years, Sul 
scriber— since No, 1. LEEDs. 

12, WILLIAM SIMMONS, Porter, “The Ship Hotel.” Age, 27 years, Subscriber 
—6 years, 8 weeks. MORTLAKE, 

13. THOMAS SMITH, Teacher, 136 Tynemouth Road, Heaton. Age, 19 years. 
Subscriber—over 64 years. NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 

14. PHILIP JAMES REDDISH. Clerk, School House, Lowdham. Age, 16 years, 
Subscriber—6 years, 47 we... NOTTINGHAM, 

15, WILLIAM ATTWOUD, Stable Lad, High Street. Age, 14 years. Subscriber 
—since March, 1885, ROBERTSBRIDGE, 

16. CHRISTIAN DAI.!.ENBACH, Hall Porter, “Everstield Hotel.” Age, 31 
ears, Subscritwr—6 years, 2 weeks, ST. LEONARDS-ON-SEA, 

17, THOMAS HUNTON, Bootmaker, 33 Brunswick Street. Age, 45 years. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 9 months, STOCKTON-ON-TEES. 

18. FREDERICK SUDDS, Plantation Manager, Court Lodge, East Packham. 
Age, 38 years. Subscriber—5 years, 86 weeks, TUNBRIDGE, 

19. JOHN POWNEY, Signalman, 3 Old Farm Road. Age, 33 years, Subscriber 
—since commencement, WEST DRAYTON. 

20, JOHN FORD, 17 John Street, West Bank, Age, 17 years. Subscriber—since 
No, 23. WIDNEs, 


“DEMMIT! DEMMIT! DEMMIT!” 


A SONG OF THE INFLUENZA EPIDEMIC AND THE POVERTY 
EPIDEMIC, 


(With apologies to Mr. Mantilini.) 


By tailor aggravates be sore 
With his idferdal debit: 

Thrice cary cates he to by duvor 
To press be for his debit. 

By baker briggs a little bill 

That's digh as tall as Ygdrasil : 

Ly poultry-bad addoys be still 
With debit, debit, debit! 


By chebist says of fudds he’s short, 
Add bust obtaid his debit ; 

By doctor swears id coudty court 
He'll pladk be for his debit. 

They kdow | caddot work, exad! 

While I’b with Idtluedza bad, 

Yet still they whide—the doisy squad !— 
For debit, debit, debit ! 


They bust be short of cobbod sedse 
To clabour for their debit, 
For, hagg it! how cad twedty pedce 
Clear twedty poudds of debit? 
Add, while agaid add yet agaid, 
They cubb, | how! id adguished straid, 
With Badtilidi’s tierce refraid, 
“Oh, debbit! debbit! debbit !” 


OVERDOING IT. 


THE deah, good old chappies had stood alot. They had seen 
him retire to reat ina white tie and his varnished shoes, and had 
not contradicted him when he alleged that such a proceeding was 
due to the prevailing epidemic, fitivenxa, They had seen him 
witha plum-coloured and shining big toe, and had accepted “chil- 
blains ” (for which his medical man prescribed colchicum) without 
a murmur, They had seen him cannon off a pillar-box into a 
whelk stall, and had not denied him when he put it down to 
rheumatisin in the knees. But wheu he turned up the other day 
with a swollen nose, eyes so far gone as to be only visible at the 
back of his head, tongue like a Witney blanket, and hands that 
trembled like a telegraphic needle, and swore he had been “ taking 
it quietly,” but that the Aurora Borealis was acting on his liver, 
they arose as one man and presented him with the very finest 
kettle that was to be had on credit. 


ee 


ARGOT A LA MODE. 


SOCIETY teems with strange cant phrases, 
For all the world like the lower class ; 
And one wanders oft in wordy mazes, 
Which are sometimes clever, but often crass, 
“Fin de Siécle""—and then “ convincing "— 
Were phrases that lately in favour grew ; 
But now in “swell” circles, both grand and mincing, 
The latest slang saying is “ Point of View.” 


Now, in many ways the new phrase might fit us, 
“ Convincing,” indeed, it might often prove ; 
When Fate would fret us and cynics twit us, 
We oft might escape from gloom's grim groove. 
For one who believes we are right, a dozen 
Will sneer and snarl, “ You are wrong. Poor, pooh!” 
But you can reply, when green envy would cozen, 
“'Tis merely a matter of Point of View!” 


Some tell us all Art has deteriorated, 
And that the Stage has gone down, down, down ; 
That Literature’s best form has abated— 
That our soldiers and sailors win no renown. 
Some pessimists say Human Nature has dwindled, 
And that our race is a sorry crew ; 
But oft by the Liver this feeling's kindled— 
‘Tis merely a matter of Point of View. 


Some pretend that Love but a mere pretence is, 
That Lovely Woman is only a fraud ; 

But some of us (thought not quite out of our senses), 
Such pessimist prating cannot applaud. 

Some superfine cynics are always sneering, 
And love to sniff at the good and true ; 

But all these matters (and that thought’s cheering) 
Are only questions of Point of View! 


oo, 


THE REASON WHY. 


“I CAN'T understand how it is that you have such vile foot walks 
in this neighbourhood,” observed a visitor; “nothing but little 
sharp pebbles to walk on wherever one goes. I should imagine the 
local authorities must be in confederation with the local shoe- 
makers.” “Well, sir,” said an old inhabitant, “of course, every one 
wants to get a living somehow, and it’s like this: up in London and 
at swell seaside towns, people keeps on buying boots and shoes just 
to be in the fashion ; but the folks down here don't care about that, 
and if there wasn’t some way of making the boots wear out a bit 
quick, I can tell you the bootmakers would all starve. I'm in that 
line myself, sir, and shall be very pleased to half-sole and heel ‘em 
when they waut it.” 


THE SCIENCE OF SPOOF. 


a 

I STRONGLY doubt whether, at the present moment, the most 
copious vocabulary of “choice, unadulterated Saxon” ever come- 
piled contains a single 
word suftliciently 
powerful to express 
the hatred, nay, in- 
conceivable loathing, 


with which I regard 6a™ 
that soulless enob | 5° 
Scooper. y yi 


Three short weeks ne Pa 
ago we were friends ar P eal oa 
and = fellow clerks, t\y ‘ 
jointly writhing under “ 

the tyranny of a slave 
driving manager, one 
Wigstool, the head 
of our department, the 
Home and Colonial, in 
the well known house 
of Pill, Swallow & 
Fleecem, 

Wigstool, however, 
like  aepurmets tudes 
of Israel,” and nume- 
rous other elderly in- 
dividuals, both sacred 
and profane, had “ one 
fair daughter, and no 
more, the which "— 
there is no possible 
reason to think other- 
wise—“he lovéd pas- 
sing well.” This fact 
was productive of 
another, equally be- 
yond dispute. Both Scooper and myself wildly and despairingly 
worshipped the ethereal morsel of loveliness who condescended 
to appear before a sordid, matter-of-fact world, as plain Margaret 
Wigstool. 

Though Wigstool, in his official capacity, was a perfect Tartar 
with regard to work, he would, in his hours of freedom, and beneath 
the shade, so to speak, of his own hearthrug, develop a species of 
joviality not altogether of an unfriendly nature ; and it was owing 
to this trait in his character that we—Scooper and I—tirst beheld 
the divine Margaret. An invitation, gladly accepted by us both, to 
spend a Sunday at his little place up Canonbury way, resulted in 
the sealing of two clerkly fates, aud the addition of two more 
despondent hearts to the heap already lying at Margaret’s fect. 

The invitation was occasionally repeated, each repetition serving 
but to tighten our chains, make our rivalry more apparent, and 

oe urge us, by stren- 
uous devotion to 
work, to curry fa- 
vour with the offici- 
ally despotic parent 
of our divinity. 

Such was the posi- 
tion of affairs when 
the dastardly 
Scooper devised my 
downfall, 

“Here's a go, 
Buddling!" he ex- 
chine cee morn- 
ing, laughing immo- 
derately.“ e Who'd 
have thought it?” 

“What's up?” I 
inquired, drily. 
“ Have you succeed- 
ed in pawning your 
Waterbury?” at 
am naturally of a 
sarcastic turn of 
mind.) 

“Now, don’t try 
to be funny, old 
man, I know you'll 
scarcely credit it, 
but "—lowering his 
voice—" it is @ most 
extraordinary thing. 
The sealing of two fates, Old Wigstool’s got 

a cork leg!” 

“Rubbish !" I exclaimed, quickly. “Impossible! = 

“I'll bet you a dollar I'm right!” he said, coolly, 

“Done! it’s a bet!” was my quick response. I said it on the 
spur of the moment, because little bets between Scooper and myself 
had invariably resulted in my favour, and | considered my judg- 
ment little short of infallible. “ But how is it to be proved?’ 

“Why, stick a pen, or a pin, or anything in it, when you have the 
opportunity. I did it a dozen times vesterday while you were away. 
Spriggings told me about it first. You can easily manage it. It's 
the right leg, mind. Ah-h-h-h! here he is, You've lost your dollar, 
Buddling, my boy,” he added, with a grin. “Youll have to 
economize next week.” 

To my dying day I shall never understand how I could have 
been such a simpleton. One idea alone seemed to fire me—to win 
the bet; though how 1 could possibly win it, without some 
unpleasantness occurring, never even once crossed my mind. 

Seizing a 
favourable op- 
vortunity, when 

Vigstool was 
seated deeply im- 
mersed in the 
private ledger, I 
took a pin from 
my waistcoat, 
dropped my blot- 
ting paper alinost 
at his feet, 
stooped down as 
if to pick it up, 
and, placing my 
hand lightly in 
the neighbour- 
hood of his right 
calf, drove the 
pin home to its 
very head ! 

* * * 

I am still con- 
fined to my bed. 
The doctor says, 
with great care 
and attention, I 
may be able to sit 
down in the 
ordinary manner 
at the end of 
another three 
weeks, Old , : 
Wigstool’s lez was as sound as my own, and, I should imagine, 
about twenty thousand times as muscular. 

Scooper has just called to announce his engagement to Margaret 
and to pay me the five shillings, He says it’s the cheapest dollar's 
worth he ever had in his “ born nat e 


Fellow clerks. 


As sound as my «wn, 
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“Look here, Bill, yer'd better sign this docky- “By the bones of my father! I could travel with comfort for 


ment. Ye're learning to play like # swell, that's SUMMER 1 89 1. weeks like this. What sayest thou, Fatima, daughter of a half- 
what yer dein’.” Some little ducks, skinned camel ?” 
ea ee PARA ot RAS SS ee 
%e® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—EDWARD LEDGER, Esq. 
& her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIBNDS 


Tt had long been A. SLOPER'S ambition to run &@ first-class theatrical paper. boy, but this is,as you doubtlessly 
Mentioning this incidentally to the Hon, Billy, that gentleman generously offered Aged further observed that “ Bu 
himself as editor, which offer was gratefully accepted by the Eminent, “The 

advertisements alone will 

4nd forthwith comme 


; support.— 2.) And the Hon, Billy bas alread 

No. 188.—MDLLE. D'ALTON. Strand and Fleet Street literally bursting wit nsidered.” “TI can't do it!” gasped Mr. 

“T'd sell my life to win a smile, my soul to gaina kiss.” “That I have arranged to interview Ted can prospectus and put it in 

—The Dook Snook. valuable hints at the same time.”——(3.) “ My first connection with th LOPER! will you take the price of a quartern of ‘Un- 

“Oh, why hast thou scoffed at my love, fair maid ? why hast Mr. Ledger, “ was in the year——" he nail.”"——(4,) “I will; here's my hand 

tlou broken my heart?” —Lord Bob, over this,” and A. SLOPER unfurled watched A. SLOPER'S retreating form 
“ Alas! fortune and women smile on me but rarely.” : Mr. Ledger started and turned pale. “Sloper Arms,” the Aged murmuring, 1 
—The Hon, Billy, me!” remarked A. SLOPER, ingenuously, “why, eo it will! I'm sorry, dear old ‘business is business.” | 


(2) But McBung's insolent look was too much (3) Then B roared, “ Gang ha ye bottle-noser 
with you, Bung, about this paraffin whisky, and —' for him, sd wife white weasel ye are.” 


(1) “Tam deputed by the celebrate sissiety of Gleska Gassers tae expostulate 1 sand-dab, an’ tell yer 


Saturday, June 27, 1891.) 


a uae 


PR 7 


4 oe 
“Ae Dauie cless -Dame-. 


of the bac: 


T am still doing business at the old by you see, ladies and gentlemen, 
a 


carat scandal, the strike of the 


To those anxious to aera 
clever artiste, so I'm tol 


MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 


Nap under difficulties, And just as Johnson, who had been 
losing a good deal, called “ Wellington,” a beastly sail came in 
sight, and they had to Stop. It was most annoying. 


“ What’ 
wife?” 


$8 the matter, Mr. Hopscotch? and where's your 


* Oh, she's gone to look at the time table. T've been down 


he her here two days, and she says it's time I went back to 
ork,” 
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3 3 
1 [bf 4} Wa 


WHIRLIGIG. 


my hearties, and a very good 
how that Midsummer—why, 


Mistress. Now, look here, Barker, I really must know where the wine Goes to. Every week I 
have to complain of the disappearance of two or three bottles. What is the reason ? 

Barker, I dunno, I'm sure,mum. But I havea suspicion that the young master knows more 
than he ought to abont it. 


Mistress, What nonsense you do talk, Barker, A child only four years of ace! 
Sarker. Yes, I know, mum. But he do take so much efter the master in his likes and dislikes, 


hail, King Sol! thy genial rays Shed brightly o'er our Summer days : 
are At Albert's love for baccarat :—In 


understand :—The Envoys of the Zulu King, To England's ¢ 
show for the money, you'll aq mit. J 
dash it all, it’s rainiug i——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Wasker-womer . Weary ° of : 
a wor 


:—How angry all the journals 
Sorce they gathered, noble band; A type of pureness, 


ucen a present bring. That 8 the lot, 
it. Hope you like the hot weather, 


. sexaa aia ae 
“» a Wii 
haa le 
Vy 


QUACK-ERY. : 
Facetious friend. There’s somebody calling you, Dr. Griper. 
Dr. Griper. Eh! who was it ? 
Facetious Friend. Didn't you hear the ducks in the pond there aay 
“Quack, quack" ? 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
= 
THE LAST WEEK! 
To avoid any misunderstanding, A, SLOPER wishes to draw 


Competition. 
For twenty-six 
weeks has the 
Friend of Man 
cackled in your 
ear, gentle 
reader, the 
same  mMmonotos 
hous but nec 
sary instruc- 
tions, The 
Eminent wishes 
to be perfectly 
candid with all 
those who send 
in, so please 
note that this 
competition will 
probably take 
many weeks, 
perhaps 
months, to de- 
cide. — Remem- 
ber also that 
the £1,000 will 
be awarded to 
the writer of 
the best rhyme. 
Atter this week, 
no further allu- 
sion will be 
made to the 
subject by us until the result is made known in the “HALP- 
HoLipay; so for the last time the Old Man yells, in loud and 
stentorian tones—“To enable you to compete for his £1, 
Prize, you must show SLOPER that you have bought his paper 
for six months; therefore, commencing with ‘ALLY SLOPER'S 
HALF-HoLtDAYy’ for January 3rd, 1891, cut out the first paragraph 
in* Ally-Campane? from each week's paper, and keep the cuttings 
by you until June 27th, IS9L (this week's issue), when you will 
have twenty-six in your possession, Then add two lines to com- 
plete the following Nursery Rhyme :— 


“There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttinge, as soon after June 27th to-day, 
Saturday) as you can, to “Sloper’s £1,000 Compet tion,” 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C, 
A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, has kept Back Numbers in stock 
from the commencement, right bang up to date. 


* 
RIcuMOND from the river at night is always a pretty and an in- 
teresting sight, but on the evening of Friday week last the spectacle, 
as witnessed from the deck of . 
the Cardinal Wolsey, was one 
of great brilliancy. The occa- 
sion was the first of a series of 
illuminated river /étes, which 
have been arranged, we believe, 
by the Richmond town authori- 
ties, in conjunction with the 
Victoria Steamboat Co., and 
the six or seven steamers be- 
longing to the latter company 
sent up to take part in the 
fete were well patronized by 
the public (loveliness being es- 
pecially — conspicuous), — and 
covered as they were with pretty 
little lamps of varied colours, 
proved etfective additions to 
the numerous attractions provi- 
ded. The next féte takes place 
early in July, and as the Vic- 
toria Steamboat Co, intend 
again sending up © number of 
their vessels, it will doubtless 
be patronized, as previously, by 
thousands of the public. 


a 


ALLY is reminded that the 
Priyters’ Annual Excursion 
comes off on July 4th, when 
the general public are cordially 
invited to join the paper spoilers in a journey down to Ramsgate, 
Margate or Canterbury, at the small expense of 33. 6d. for a one 
day trip, 4s. Gd. for two, three, up to six days’ stay at the seaside. 
‘All sorts of cheap amusements will be provided, so worry D, D. 
Leahy, 134 Salisbury Square, for tickets. 


s 

Mr. G. EDWARDES is to be congratulated on the success of his 
new venture at Terry's Theatre. An evening's programme, contain- 
ing three pieces, each of 
one hour's duration, is as 
acceptable as it is novel, 
| and if there is gratitude in 
| human nature, the thanks 

‘| 


ry 
a 
4 

1 


of those late diners, who 
look upon hurrying after 
dinner as the sure fore- 
runner of chronic dyspep- 
: | sia, are due to the enter- 
prising manager, who 
caters so liberally for their 
requirements and_ con- 
venience. In A Lanca- 
shire Sailor, A Commis- 
sion, and A Pantomime 
Rehearsal, Mr, Edwardes 
has secured three very 
erie and cleverly 
written little plays; and 
if the theatre-going pub- 
lic fail to be entertained 
with the pathos contained 
ina A Lancashire Sailor, 
they cannot but be amused 
with the grotesque 
humour of A Pantomime 
Rehearsal, . 
* 


‘ 
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AT an inquest held a 
: few days ago upon the 
body of aman who had been foolish enough toextinguish his lamp 
ot life inthe New River, the coroner referred in eulogistic terms 
to the bravery of a solicitor named Francis Swann, who had plunged 
into the river and endeavoured to rescue the deceased. It was 
an unnecessary compliment. Funny this; there's nothing parti- 
cularly heroic in the fact of a Swann taking to the water. 


specia! attention to the fact that this is the last week of bis £1,000 | entirely innocent, reads 


| missioner should be dis- 


| ment. 


| several mem 


| next time you get run in 


| Searcely had the words 
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THE case of Francoise Chatte, the poor servant girl of Paris, who 
was badgered by a brutal Police Commissioner into confessing to a 
theft of which she was 
afterwards proved to be 


more like a romance of 
a bygone century than 
the report of a sober 
police court trial in this 
advanced age. It may 
be that this is the only 
instance of the kind, but 
the laws which make 
such judicial brow beat- 
ing possible, are a dis- 
grace toa civilized 
country, Many philan- 
thropic ladies have inter- 
ested themselves in the 
case, and Francoise will 
be well looked after in 
future. Justice demands 
that the bullying Com- 


missed, whilst SLOPER 
suggests a horsewhi 

ping as a very desirable 
addition to his punish- 


se 
s 


On Friday evening, 
June 12th, the Festive 
One, accompanied by 
rs of the 
Sloperian contingent, journeyed to Woolwich for the express pur- 
pose of honouring with their presence Pepper's Ghost aad Bpeckval 
Opera eee which was hanging out at the Royal Assembly 
Rooms, Everything went off well, and no one was ruu in, 

ws ¢ 
a 


SuNDAY, June ith, was set aside by the Eminent and Alec, so 
that they might take part ina Demonstration for the Benefit of the 
Funds of the Western General Dispensary. The reception they met 
with was gratifying in the extreme, but the eggs were stale. “You 
can hardly call this the Day of Rest, can you, feyther?” exclaimed 
the Blue Eyed Cherub, as he scraped the yoke of an addled one off 
his Lincoln and Bennett with a penknife. 

s.* 
* 

THERE is no truth in the report that A. SLOPER has been invited 
by the Wilsons to Tranby Croft to meet H.R.H. Prince Counters 
and to bring Mr. Iky Moses with him, 


« 
TH rumour, too, that Mr. McGooseley has been elected a member 
of the Marlborough Club is equally fallacious, 
s. 


s 

BRAVO 'Busmen! It’s rather late in the day to say so, but better 
late than never must be our motto. The recent strike has been a 
veritable eye opener. It 
has confirmed the 
Englishman's boast that 
Britons never will be 
slaves ; it has shown the 
wives of many of the 'bus- 
men that it is a fortunate 
thing for their domestic 
felicity that their good 
men are not at home 
oftener; it has given a 
decided fillip to the shce- 
making trade, and been a 
perfect Godsend to cab- 
men and to railway and 
tramcar companies, Once 
more, then, bravo ‘bus- 
men! *,* 


THE Tottering Edifice 
has been pleased to con- 
fer the “Sloper Award of 
Merit” upon C, F, GILL 
because he's a sown 
lawyer and a_ strong 
pleader. “It occurs to 
me, feyther,” quoth the 
Blue Eyed One, “that the 


at Bow Street, you might 
give Gill the job.” 


d his cherry lips, when the Heir to the Sloper Estates was 
usy searching for vinegar and brown paper. 
ss 


s 
£1:1:O0 and the “SLopeR AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
sgrarn to JOHN BARNES, Charles Street, Cheadle, Staffordshire, 
‘or the best verse of six lines on “ The Tailors’ Strike,” 
In Adam's days 'twas thought no harm 
To trot about in “ Fig” or * Palm,” 
Or clad just simple like ; 
Why should not we return to this 
Old fashivned life of airy bliss, 
And blow the Tailors’ Strike? 
7 * 
s 
Now, girls, we're going to give you a tip! So gather round, 
darlings, and keep your peer littie ears open, in order not to miss 
aword. When the next birth- 
day of the belovéd—and, of 
course, you all have belovéds 
—comes round, don’t waste 
dg! money on ornamental 
ut flimsy tobacco pouches, on 
execrable cigars, uncomfortable 
worked slipper or vividly 
coloured smoking-caps, but cut 
out his signature from one of 
his love letters, get a designer 
to reproduce it on a sheet of 
thin gold, and, after cutting it 
out, mount it as a scarf-pin. 
Or, again, if its your birthday, 
get him to give you his signa- 
ture in the form of a brooch. 
It’s the latest craze, we assure 
you. ° 


“THE BACHELORS’ CLUB” is 
the title of arecently published 
book, which noone who appre- 
ciates refined humour and po- 
lished epigram should fail to 
buy. We have few genuine 
humorists, but the author, 
Mr. I. Zangwill, is certainly 
one of them. » , 

* 


Miss EDITH HENDERSON'S 
three act farcical comedy, 7he 
Mischief Maker, produced re- 
cently at a Globe matinee, is certainly the stupidest, most miserable 
—but there, we'll spare you, Edith; but don’t do it again, please. 


(Saturday, June 27, 1891, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A OALENDAR VOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 4th, 1891, 
—~— 


28th June, 1838.—An old woman, named Baker, living at 
Scredington, near Sleaford, sent a kitten to the Queen. It was 
placed ina basket, furnished with white clothes for it to lie on, 
and containing an abundant supply of bread and butter for it. 
sustenance during its long journey. The basket also contained a 
letter, setting forth how t some time before her Majesty wa. 
crowned, the old woman had been informed in her midnight 
visions that her favourite tabby would have three kittens on this 
day, the day of the ceronation, and had been commanded to send 
one of the litter to the Queen. Wondrous to tell, the cat did 
bring forth three kittens. The old woman, not at all surprised at 
the event, selected the finest of the trio, and, securing it in a 
hamper, as above related, she dispatched it b coach, havin, 
appended to it the following direction—* To the Queen, in Lunnun 
or elsewhere ; to be taken great care of.” Ina week or two's time, 
a letter, bearing the royal arms, was received by the old lady, |r 
was from the Queen, and contained the important information of 
the young kit having safely arrived, and that she had grown won- 
derfully ; and, in proof of the letter being genuine, two Bank uf 
England five pound notes were inclosed with it. 


20th June, 1839.—Miss Harriot Taylor, of the Haymark.t 
Theatre, was this day married to Mr. Walter Williams (better 
known as Walter Lacy), of the same establishment. The father of 
Mr. Williams resided at Bristol, and was the principal manufacturer 
of railroad carriages in that vicinity. 


30th June, 1875.—In a letter in the Zimes this day, from a 
“ Daily Traveller,” it is stated that at Euston he wished to engage 
a private compartment for two ladies, and to have an “ Engaged,” 
label affixed to it. “It's no use putting that on,” said the official 
addressed. “Lower down they don't mind it; but if we put on 
‘Ladies’ compartment,’ they are sure to have it all to themselves 
all the way, for ladies will not go where they see that; and, of 
course, no gentleman can.” 


lst July, 1637.—The butchers’ company, incorporated in 
605, was, on the above date, confirmed by Charles I. The blue 
coat worn by butchers originated from its being the colour 
of the uniform of a guild; but its almost universal adoption by 
the trade is owing to the fact that blood stains show less on that 
colour than on any other. The saying, “True blue will never 
stain "—a really noble heart will not disgrace itself—has reference 
to the fact that blue does not show stains. 


Qnd July 1685.—Evelyn records that Dangerfield, the con- 
coctor of the “ Meal Tub Plot,” was this day whipped for the last 
time, but Haydn f= the Ist. On that day, as he was being 
brought back half-dead to prison, Robert Francis, a barrister, 
poked out one of his eyes with a walking-stick and caused his 
death. Francis was hanged. 

8rd July, 182'7.—“ It was this day resolved that a Civil List 
of £800,000 be granted the King (George IJ.), being an increase of 
£100,000 over the allowance of his predecessor, in consequence of 
his Majesty's large family.” 

4th July, 1761.—Samuel Richardson, novelist, died this day 
of apoplexy. Thackeray says of him, “ Fielding couldn't do other- 
wise than laugh at the puny cockney bookseller pouring out endless 
volumes of sentimental twaddle, and hold him up to scorn asa 
moll-coddle and a ye Lord Lytton says, * Richardson is 
the first of our novelists who set the fashion of concentrating ail 
the interest of human life upon the war between man and woman.” 


SLOPER, THE BENEFACTOR. 

Witn the advent of the warm weather, A. SLOPER, Friend of 
Man and Woman, Guide, Philosopher and Friend of the Multituds, 
and Promoter and Chairman of the Society for Providing First Ail 
to the Boozed, thinks it not inapt to frame a few useful hints tu 
Good Samaritans who may chance by the way to come upon some 
poor sufferer, but have no kuowledge about their persons for iustaut 
use, as to 


WHAT TO DO WITH A MAN IN A FIT. 

1—If the man indulging ina fit on the pavement bas on a new 
hat, instautly change it for your old one. This relieves the pressure 
on his f 

2.—If he happens to strike you as being a loafer, remark, in 1 
loud tone, * There's not a soul in the crowd good for six 0’ brandy.” 
In nine cases out of ten he will walk off, using healthy, coherent 
and muscular Saxon. 

8.—If you're a comic journalist, and he is only partially uncen- 
scious, tell him you're surprised to see him come over so queer, :s 
you thought he looked so “fit.” Asarule this will make him get 
up and take off his coat. Then run, 

4.—Give him plenty of air—inexpensive generosity—and open 
his mouth. If this doesn’t rally him, get a cab and take him tos 
Hebrew merchant tailor’s. You may leave him there with every 
confidence: no man ever came out of one of these shops with a fit. 


—_—_ 


THE SILVER LI(E)NING. f 

WHEN old Captain Tinbox settled down in the little se"i- 
detached Jerry-built villa up on the hill overlooking the sea, with 
his little stock of furniture, his bewitching daughter, and his 
marine telescope holding five pints, he made up his ‘mind to spend 
the rest of his declining days in e and solitude, 

But, oh! for the rarity of Christian charity—peace there was 
none. The people next door were very nice in a way, but they 
borrowed his big best saucepan to make soapin. When he expo:tu- 
lated with the paternal parent, that unworthy, under the guise of 
smoothing things over, got him down to “The Tartar a oe "and 
rooked him at skittles, Next night they borrowed all his chairs 
but one, as they had company oe and—as he subsequently 
discovered—while the party was at its height, and _ he, poor, good- 
natured old soul! was helping old Mr. McGiff out in the garden to 
squeeze the lemons for the hoopla, his crafty neighbour's son. 
Augustus Gouverneur McG., was over the wall making boiling hot 
love to the giddy, unsuspecting half-orphaned Barbara, . 

When the old man returned home that night, he called his 
daughter to him. “Barby,” he said, “you entertained young Alex: 
ander in this room for over two hours this evening?” “I did. 
papa,” simpered the maiden, wondering whether her virgin blushe: 
showed through the blanc de perle. “And where did he sit. 
gasped the old man, “On that chair,” replied Barbara, pointing to 
the sole cane-keeled article left. “Then where did you sit?” hiss 
the old man, now getting considerably agitated. “Oh, papa—I—| 
—I—" “No prevarication, gyurl!” roared the old man, 23 he 
reached for the old cutlass he bought on a stall outside the Cattle 
Market, and which he used to hang his Battle of Trafalgar auec 
dotes on—“ where did you sit?” “I—oh! t heavens !—I sat on 
te posl scape !” yelled the half-frenzied girl, as she swooned at 

his feet. . 

The old man did not slay her—no! He perceived at once !" 
which direction her talents were. So he spared her, and they ar 
living now luxuriously on what she gets from River and Stream 
for her matchless fishing stories ! 


£150 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Gi" 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted) who shall happen te mer 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part" 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue "| 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY " be found upon the Deceased 
the time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday mort 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that tm 
expiring at 8 v'clock the fulluwing Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, June 27, 1891.) 
ANTHEM IS AS ANTHEM DOEs. 


[A discussion has been going on of late, in certain circles, as to which is 
better air for a National Anthem—the usual one, 
till morning.”) 


the 
or that of * We won't go home 


ea a 

Ger save w“eo~ 

gracious Cucen'* 4 
~ a } 


1. 
Reputable — Citizen 
(singing) :— 

“ LONG live Old Eng- 
land's Queen!" 
That anthem is, I 

ween, 
E'er just the thing. 
Despite folk  cen- 
sorious 


Calm or uproarious 
In this land glorious 


That tune we'll 
sing! 
Otherwise Citizen 


(singing) :— 

No! “We won't go 
home till morn- 
ing” 

Shall be our air, ! 
give warning, 

All others we'll be 
scor-or-ning 

Wherever we may 
roam ! 


Il. 
Reputable Citizen 
(again chant. 
ing): 
Pray, sir! what do 
Our air re England 
Is all serene ! 
Therefore I pray you pause, 
Lest you with no good cause 
Wag thus irreverent jaws 
A-a-bout our Queen ! 
Otherwise Citizen (ernuning) :— 
True; but shtill Z give you warning, 
That this tune which you seem acor-or- 
“We won't go home till mor-or- 
My nash'nal air shall be ! 


ee 


THINK BEFORE YOU SPEAK. 

“SPEAK slowly and think well before you say anything,” observed 
our old schoolmaster the other day, “and make sure that you have 
got hold of the word you want to use. ‘The reason why old Mr. 
Tinkerton is still» curate and always will be one, is owing to a 
little mistake in the use of a word. It was after lunch, during a 
pastoral visit, and the bishop was speaking about one of the Epistles 
of St. Paul, and Mr, Pinkerton remarke » It is such a well known 
Hact, my lord, that’—he should have said, ‘Of course,’ but he 
poke quickly and said, ‘Even you must be aware of it.” The 
vishop did not wait to hear any more, He adjourned to the garden, 
and another man got the preferment.” 


you mean? 
8 Queen 


ning— 
ning |” 


TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN. 

KNOCKHISNOSEOFFSKY was 2 prominent Nihilist. His motto 
vas “ Nihil Fit,” which he saidovitch meant Nihilists light. or 
sts have fits, whicheveroff you chose. He was likevisesky a 
Yommunist, and believed in an equaloff division of property vitch 

nd labourinsky. He lived in a cellaroff, and manufactured the 
sudden bombshelloffsky which the Nihilists threw at their beloved 
Tzar. The Tzar didn’t go out much. He wasn't afraidsky, but 
only a little funkyvitch. When he did go out, he put ona steel 
hejilmet, and 1 brasskovitch vestcoatoffsky, and got inside a safe 
with a combination lock to it. In this guise, guarded by soldiers, 
he would take a term on the the piazzavitchka, and, if not shot off, 
or mangled by sxpodiin shells, would zo in again. This he called 
aving a high old time. Knockhisnoseotisky made a patent 
hombshellotisky, filled with slugski and old nailsoff and other 
heerful items. He waited his o portunity, and chucked it at the 
Tzar. It struck that potentate on his Electropathicotiski Beltovitch, 
nd damaged the combination to such an extent it wou!d not open. 
hen the hit Tzar said, “ Djjj!" and Knockhisnoseoffsky re- 
pnarked, “I have settled dis hjash: that's the kind of hjairpyn | 


Am!” 


230th WEEK. 


LIST FOR JUNE 138th. 
The following “ Presents" have been made :— 
1, MRS. NEGUS, 33 Idmiston Road, FOREST GATE. 


A PAIR OF GRASS OUTTING SHEARS. 


2. FRED CLARE, Care of Miss WEST, Devon Cottages, Kenton, 
Near EXETER (Devon). 
A SET OF BOXING-GLOVES. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AG ENCY. 


__ 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
vumn free of charge, provided the “% 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
wt for publication, but asa guarantee 
nf quod faith, Tvotsie undertakes ta 
orward, unopened and post-free, all 7% 
etters received in reply to the adver- x 
tsements, Address— 


OOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


A DOMESTICATED YOUNG LADY, 

aged 22, tall, auburn hair, rather nice- 
looking, wishes to’ correspond with a young 
Fentleman earning a respectable living, with a 
view to matrimony. Please send Photo, which 
ill be returned if desired, to “ JESSIE,” Tootsie’s 
Matrimonial Agency, 


aD Lay eee eared 

4 DWARD, aged 23, medium height, 
Tather dark, of a cheerful disposition, in 
food position, and fond of music, would like to make the 
pf similar disposition with a view 
dilress—“ EDWARD," Tootsie's M 


Pond with a gr 
ddress— 


Cora (Aged 21). 


acquaintance of a lady 
tos exchanged if preferred. 


ing disposition, 
ng, would like to corre- 
tos exchanged if desired. 


matrimony. Pho 
Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


7 a : ; 
i OUIS, aged 30, medium height, dark, of lovin 
’ With some means, wishes to corre 
capital, matrimonally inclined, 
Monial Agency, 


g disposition, 
spond with a young lady who has a small 
Address, in confidence, “ LOUIS,” Tootsie's Matri- 


height, dark and nice-looking, 


30, with a 


oon : 
Matrimonial Ag Tootsic’s 


Photo, 
“MD, 


‘ancy, 


GENTLEMAN, aged 26, tall 
correspond with a young lady, 
which will be returned it 
+” Tootsie’s Matrimonial 


» £o0d-looking, would be glad to 
educated, from 22 to 24. Please inclose 
desired. Strict secrecy observed. Address— 
Agency, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOxX. 


ea 
5,6&7 RAVEN Row, E., June 15th, 1891, 
_ DEAR Sir,—Referring to your announcement in last Saturday's 
issue anent the cross examination of H.R.H. the Prince of Wales 
from the jury-box, | have the honour to inform you that | was the 
juryman in question. To ignore anything which might be “to my 
advantage” I should regard as wilfully flying in the face of 
Providence, especially when the qualifying condition—* kindly 
communicating "—is so simple. I have “communicated,” L trust, 
“kindly,” and [ now remain at your service in a proper condition 
of receptivity. Yours faithfully, 

C. GODDARD CLARKE. 


PETTY's FAMILY HoTeL, Cuurcn H1tn, SYDNEY, 
April Mth, 1891, 

DeaR ALLY,—On my journey round the world | was strolling 
through one of the main streets of Sydney, and, attracted by a 
large crowd, I went to see what was the matter, Judge of my sur- 
prise to find one of your ever welcome issues, of which I immedi- 
ately purchased, being a constant reader at home of many years’ 
standing. I was glad to see the great progress the Laird had 
made in his reform of MceBung and McNab. Trusting that your 
paper may continue to flourish wherever the English tongue is 
spoken, believe me, yours truly, JOSEPH D. KATSS, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 67.—He Gets His SHIRT WASHED GRATIS, 


THE modern Don Quixote thinked a thunk, 

And smole a smile, and wank a wunk, 

And murmured, as he drank a drunk, 
“This here's my sort, | guess: 

For I have sworn my trusty blade 

And trenchant tongue to use in aid 

Of Beauty (whether laundry maid 
Or princess) in distress !" 


To SLOPER's gammy ear had come 
The news that many a laundry wom- 
An in the town was moping mum 
Because her trade was slack : 
And loud he cried, while knightly sobs 
Kertlopped his breast, “I'll make the nobs 
And dudes provide sufficient, jobs 
For every woman-Jack !” 


Next week, in Mildew Park, A. 8. 

Did fifty thousand swells address 

On how to free from their distress 
The dollving dameels fair, 

“TE week by week you'll only do 

What I have done for ages, you 

Will mighty soon, my friends, taboo 
The griefs which now they bear !* 

“ What's that.?""a myriad voices yelled, 

And ALLY's hands he heavenward held : 

“tL grieve, dear boys, that I'm compelled 
To seem a boastful cuss ; 

But Truth constrains me this tu say— 

To MY seven laundresses I pay 

Five hundred pounds per year, and they 
Are kept from starving thus ! 


So take a pattern, friends, from me: 
Be generous, lavish, kind and free 
To laundry girls ; you'll happier be 
Both here and herebeyond !” 
But through the crowd, while thus he spoke, 
The Wreck’s seven laundry lasses broke, 
And seized and shook the Mildewed Bluke, 
And soused him in the pond ! 


“You wretch !” thev cried, “in ’83 

You paid, on one white shirt, two d., 

And that’s the only cash which we 
Have erer had from you! 

That shirt you're wearing now has been 

A dirty shirt eight years—you mean 

Old fraud !—but now we'll dolly it clean 
And dolly its owner, too!” 


“And I am bound to admit,” said the governor, 
pathetically, as he pointed out the sorest places to the 
nm bound to admit,” he bleated, mournfuliferously, 


it!” 


simply and 
doctor—* [ 
“that they did 


_-—___. 


HOW HE MANAGED IT. 

“WELL, deah boy!” exclaimed Mr. Softy, who has lately mar- 
ried, “and what do you—er—think of my wife?" “ Monstrous 
fine woman, old chappie ! ” responded Zilly. “Bai Jove! yes. But 
—cr—how on earth—e id you—er—manage—er—have the cheek, 
don't you know, to—er—propose to her?" “Well, deah boy! 
said Softy, “between ourselves, don't you know, it took no Jess 
than—he, he, he !—seren whiskies and sodas!" “Ah! I see; you 
proposed on the strength of the whisky, so to speak—a very spirited 
performance on your part, deah boy !" 


>. 


THE EVE OF THE TRIP. 
A LITTLE Lay For LittLe Houipay-MAKERS. 

WHEN the lark is just awaking, 
When the day is just a-breaking, 

Out of bed like little tumblers we will skip, skip, skip, 
For to-morrow is the heigh-day, 
Yes, the play day and the gay day 

When we're off to merry Margate ona trip, trip, trip! 
When the sun so happy sces us, 
We are sure he'll shine to please us, 

We are sure the rain to tease us will not drip, 
So we'll look our very sweetest, 
And we'll wear our very neatest, 

as we fly to merry Margate by the trip, trip, trip! 


In a boat we'll go a-gliding, 
And on stupid donkeys riding, 
In the pleasant salty water we will dip, dip, dip, 
And ten thousand larks, or near it, 
We'll be up to, don’t you fear it, 
While we're down at merry Margate on our trip, trip, trip! 


And, at night, when home returning 
With our faces brown and burning, 
There will be a smile of pleasure on each lip, lip, lip: 
And we'll talk for weeks thereafter 
Of the fun, the freaks, the Jaughter, 
That we got at merry Margate on our trip, trip, trip! 


drip, drip: 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


WHEN a stump orator becomes an egotist, what does his audi- 
ence generally do?—Throw an egotist op-hat, 

WHY is a city more rural than it is commonly supposed to be ?— 
Because you may find a “tree” between the beginning and end of 
every “street.” 

A GENUINE “STAR” MAN—One employed by Andrews’ Omni- 
bus Company. 

THE Bridge of Sighs (according to carmen)—Westminster Bridze, 
when trams pass over it. 

NINE tailors make a man. SLOPER is the Friend of Man, so 
SLOPER must be the friend of nine tailors. Ergo, why, in thunder, 
have nine tailors threatened to county court him? 

PAssING THE TIME AWAY—Dawning your “Sloper’s Keyless,” 


$$ 


| conviction, but quite sufficie 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
BOLDEROCK. 


(A RomauNT oF YE OLDEN TYME.) 


= 
CHAPTER VIIL.—( Continued } 

ON the doy of the trial, the Lady Mary Ann was placed inthe 

ock. She bore her trying position with quiet dignity. Her face 


d 


The Court. 


bore traces of the ordeal she had suffered w 
darkly suggested that the water in the 
for particularly saponaceous qualities ; 
the marve 
tournay. 
The Lady Mary Ann pleaded “ Not guilty’ 
the judgo put the question, and evidence was 
Curiously enough, there was no evidence 
spoke to receiving the anonymous post- 
and to the exceptional and quite Upprecedented beauty displayed 
yeauty which other witnesses 


by the Indy at the tournsy —a 
declared she had not shown before that day. The mysterious 
arrival of the coloured minstrel was spoken to, and his still more 
mysterious disappearance was enlarged upon, The fact that his 
clotites a peared to have been burned, and that the interior of the 
baggy whit hat was scorched, was necepted as proof of his 
diabolic origin, and the general inference was that he had dis- 
appeared ina tlame of tire. 

Then the prisoner's statement was put in and read. 

Prisoner declared that she was not guilty of the crime of witch- 
craft. She did not know who the Saracen Stranger was, He said 
he was “The Last Rose of Summer,” but she was doubtful if that 


hile in prison, and 
prison was not distinguished 
but there were still traces of 
lous beauty which had electrified the Spectators at the 


‘ina firm voice when 
then led, 

to lead. The accuser 
ecard making the charge, 


nae 


iM 


Twelve good men, and true. 


was his proper name. He had 


given herasmall packet the night 
before the tournay with directi i 


ons how to use it, and she had used 
it accordingly. It had no sulphurous smell, The aroma was rather 
agreeable then otherwise. She used it accordin: to the directions, 
It was so nice, she had used it three times on the morning of the 
tournay, and it was all done. It was melted in warm water, and 
then applied briskly to the face with the hands. She had no 
incantation to repeat while using it. There was a cabalistic figure 
on the substance, but she knew not if it had a necromantic signi- 
ficance. She had never seen the black man since, She had a black 
cat. It was kept in the castle to kill mice. She had once ridden 
ona broomstick. It was when she was a child. The black man 
had sung several strange songs, but he had never sung “The 
Bogie Man.” She had been at a witches’ Sabbath once. It was 
note fis the Lyceum, with Henry Irving appearing as “ Mephis- 
topheles.’ 
hat was all—certainly not enough in modern times to secure a 
nt in the days of dark superstition to 
have lagged a dozen witches, 
The jury, after a brief retirement, returned a verdict of “GUILTY.” 
The verdict was received with applause in court, which the judge 
sternly suppressed, intimating that if there were any similar mani- 
festations, he — would 
knock the stuftin’ out of 
some of the audience, 
The judge then sen- 
tenced the prisoner to be 
burned at the stake, and 
the prisoner was slowly 
Jed back to the dungeon 
cell to tremolo music 
from the stringed instru- 
meuts of the orchestra. 


CHAPTER IX, 

"TWAS the day of the 
execution, 

There had been delay 
in carrying out the dread 
sentence in consequence 
of a labour dispute 
among the carpenters of 
= the district. The trades- 
men pointed out that 
whena person was burned 
at the stake, a coffin was 
not required asa feature 
of the subsequent pro- 
ceedings, and as a con- 
sequence they claimed 
that the full price of a 
handsome casquet shonld 
he paid for the plain 
and unornamental stake, 
The strike lasted for a weck, but was ultimately settled by arbitra- 
tion, 

Twas the day of the execution, 


(Lo be continued next week.) 


The prison cell. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, June 27, 1891, 


THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


} 


Mariner, They say there's a whale sporti: 
bey, Mr. Wilking ‘ebiciaen! 
Wilkins. Oh, yes, where Wales is there'll be Plenty of 
sport, you can back yer ‘at on that. 


oy, Vg S) ; 
G LAN 
—) 


No. 209.—Stn EDWARD CLARK, Q.C., F.0.S. 


“The other day, happening to be in the neighbourhood of the First Swell (on horseback). Have you seen anything of Smifwick lately ? 
Taw Courts, who should we espy on the very threshold of this i 


majestic building but the well known form of the Solicitor- Second Swell. Yaas ; saw him the other day. But you have heard, I suppose, that he has committed suicide ? 

General. With a bound we were at his side, and, clutching at ! * = : . 

the end of his silk gown just as he was disappearing through the First Swell. By Jove! you don't say so! Duellist. Oh, Christopher ! you shouldn't do that, you 
main entrance, brought him to a sudden though undignified Second Swell Fact, dear boy. He was married yesterday, (First swell turns away in disgust. know—I don't like it. 

standstill. ‘Teddy,’ we whispered, ‘Teddy.’ A low muttered _ 


growl was our only response. pAb Elward.) were — A N U N F U L F 1 L L E D P R re) P H E Cc Y. 


‘you were always @ queer card.’ 

ward's countenance turned as pale as death. ‘Hush!’ he 
exclaimed ; then, dragging us into a quiet corner, he, with a 
great effort, overcame his agitation, and calmly eyed us up and 
down, * Your disguise is useless,’ he at last observed, evidently 
allnding to the shabby garments in which we were attired; ‘1 
know you well, You are an emissary of the Prince of Wales, 
sent, doubtless, to bribe me into silence, but it is no use.” See- 
ing the delusion under which Sir Edward was labouring, we 
hastened to reassure him, ‘No, no, Sir Edlward, you are mis- 
tuken ; we represent the Press — that profession, you know, 
which you at one time so worthily adornel. Our desire 
ix to interview you. Now, tell us, is it true that during 
your early career you were noted for the clever manner in which 
you manipulated the carts and counters at bac——?' A 
viyorous push, which sent us recling to the stone floor, was our 
only response ; and as, sore aud weary, we meandered our way 
back to ‘The Sloperies,’ we felt convinced that our hero wis 
equally Fowertil in oratorical and physical strength, Chiefly 
because he is a brilliant lawyer, our hero was creatul F.0.8., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him July loth, 
1886,"—Debrett Improved. 


AMAZONIAN LANCER IN ACTION. 


(1). Tt was the evening of the 14th Ju. and Mr. Wormwasher, of the “Ananias boy, run as fast as you can and get the hooks ; thev're up at the pub., and here's six- 
Angling Club,” having made his preparat . for the great slaughter of fish which he pence extra for your trouble."——(4). Then Mr. Wormwasher sat down to wait—— 
proposed to perpetrate (le was going t .ave a day's fishing), retired to rest (5). Whilst Billy Ragwort went to the inn for the hooks, aud, being a keen sports- 
and dreamed that he was realizing some of his most cherished fictions. —(2). Next man, spent a most enjoyable day.—(6). Finally taking his own hook as well as the 
morning, as he proceedel to the scene of action, he thought on the prophetic vision rest with the biggest bag on record.—(7'. Meanwhile, Mr. Wormwasher sat awl 
and chuckled.— (3). “Great Gudgeons!" gasped he, when, after a four mile walk, waited, and is probably waiting now. They will possibly find Lim there sume time in 
he reached the river, “if I haven't forgotten all the hooks, I'm a epoon-hait! Here, the next century, and remove him to a museum. 


NUT CRACKING. A SUD-DEN CHANGE. 


Botanical Old Gent. 1 feel certain these plants belong to the 
“Cuctus” family, madam. 


Lady Parvenu. How dare you insinuate such a thing, sir! I Z 
Would have you to understand that all the plants we have here “ Look here, Pumpkin, you hold the peg and I'll hit; I'm a crack shot.” Our own Amazon of the Suis, in rehearsing her oration for tlie late demonstra- 
belong to ours, and to nobody else's family. (Pumpkin did so, and, in the end, nearly pegged out, tion, declared she would “ make it hot for some of ‘em.” (Splash! 
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